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Western, he made a point of proclaiming his disregard
of the ban pkced upon alcohol by Muhammad the
Prophet
All Beg gulped down the whisky greedily, " That's
better/3 he said. " I'll try to go to sleep until you
return. Please don't think me rude for not thanking
you more for your kindness. Fm most awfully grateful,
really, but my ankle's paining like hell."
Olga hastened to the inn where she found Gretchen
with sleeves rolled up, supervising the kitchen-maid,
who was cleansing freshly-caught trout for the evening
meal. Gretchen possessed the knack of being able to
attend to several things at the same time. Without
desisting from her domestic activities, she listened
attentively to Olga's story, and asked Georg who had
entered the kitchen, to telephone for a hospital stretcher
and bearers. '* That'll give you time to change your
wet shoes and have a hot grog before you go back to the
forest," the hustling housekeeper said to Olga.
"But I'm not cold," Olga pleaded. "Really, I
don't need anything. It's summer time, you know."
" All the more reason for you to take a hot drink,"
Gretchen retorted. " There's always a chill in the forest
just before sunset. I don't want to have you ill on my *
hands, IVe quite enough to do without becoming sick
nurse into the bargain. Mind that fish," she shouted
to the kitchen-maid, " I tell you it'll never look fit to
serve at table if you mess it about like that. I've told
you to be careful time and again." Gretchen switched
her attention from the fish to Olga. " What'U the
inn do if you can't give the concerts that are announced ?
Ludwig's no good at all as a musician without you to
help him." Suddenly, catching sight of the boy-of-aU-
work, the housekeeper shrieked excitedly, "Good
God! what on earth are you doing with those potatoes,
only half-peeling them? Ruin us, that's what you'll
do, as sure as fate, serving food that'll drive the guests